The Dispersal of a Feeling 


bloodnotes on choreography & illness INDIRA ALLEGRA 


For my grandmother Warnell & Ms. Dora Parker. 
For anyone sick and disabled finding gestures and phrases 


on a moving planet. 


As bloodway we say space is dense with 
mouths splitting our membranes to taste for 
salt. Passing between our throats is a salinated 
sound which rolls, cresting vessels to quake 
tissues nearby. 


I had a piece of toast and, uh, I had a sausage 
patty and it was too hot, so I didn’t eat it, so I 
ate a piece of toast. 


Yes. It is true that tumors are timekeepers, but 
timekeepers cannot not make dances. 


For some reason, my mind doesn't want to hold it. Dance is a language which centers the desire 
y guag 
of space to taste movement. 


Space is a substrate of shifting 
pathways which, at some moments, 
swell open for movement to pass 
through and, in other moments, 


squeeze shut, pushing dances along. 


And all the negative space, or like the negative 
memory, may not have a memory that is defined 
by the memory around it. 


Tma have to jump six times to make a shadow. 


In our bloodway, repetition creates density. 
Presence of density creates meaning. 
Absence of density creates meaning. 


I don't know. 

I don’t know what to call it. 

I wouldn't... I didn’t see how my 
circumstances could change. 


I felt like I had reached a, like...a dead-end. 


Like not understanding, um, with, like—like 
accuracy. Like why I felt like an impossible 
situation to come out of? Um, I couldn't 
figure out how to unmarry like... 

It felt like, uh, there... 


Like the end. 


If dance is a way for space to taste its own 
salt, then expansions of tumorways set our 
rhythm for sequences to be repeated. Whole 
phrases round outward so space can feel 
fruiting density continuously. 


This requires time to happen continuously 
which means tumors cannot stop fruiting 
or time would stop. Dances must be fed 
continuously with blood. 


‘There is an infinite amount of movement rounding 
outward in space at any time, but movements which 
can be attended to in the choreography at any time 
are small in number. Choreography is a practice of 
accepting that most movement is fugitive. 


But I’m okay. I’m doing all right. Everybody doing 
pretty good. I don't have no appetite, I don't sleep 
well at night. Some nights I have a hard time trying 
to breathe. I have a, a pill that I used, you know, put 
on my tongue to help my heartbeat. But I’m okay. 


In the hospital they started operating, you know, 
how they go up to your groin area to your heart. 
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And like I... I have nothing left to give even... 
Yeah. Hearing myself saying that... 
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‘There is no audience. Anything which is breathing 


or reflecting light in orbit of a dance is also dancing. 


Breath is a fugitive movement which is difficult to 
choreograph in all places so it contributes to the 
work as an improvised part of the score. 
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Movement does not originate with dancers or 
choreographers. Movement originates in the 
Cosmos. Spinning, falling, traveling at speed 

are sequences which arise in the Cosmos. 
Choreography is the result of the location of 

the dancers within a fabric of the Cosmos. 
Wherever the Cosmos is rolling, dances will have 
a rolling quality also. Wherever the Cosmos is 
contracting, dances will have a contracting quality 
also. Our task as choreographers is to reassure 


bodies who are being danced of this phenomenon. 
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Dances are evidence of neurotransmission 
within the Cosmos. 
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How crazy pain can make you feel up—up here. 


[Raise your arms up to the sky and then you bring 
them down] 


Understanding that like challenging your body 
[to your feet] 


to extend in a certain way is not the same thing as 
suffering. 


[Yeah, yeah, I’m really surprised] 


Like... You don't need to be suffering. 
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He thinks my name’s baby. 
After forty-something years 
you still think my name’s baby! 


My name is Warnell. 
Even if it’s like a new kind of pain, it—it would Well, I'ma tell you what, what they tell me. My daddy 
take a while. It’s not readily... that memory’s not worked for this lady, and she was pregnant, and she was 
readily available. gonna name her daughter Warnell, but her daughter 
died at birth. 
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Wherever the Cosmos is forming, dances will be unclear. 
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She wanted to take...her, her daughter’s name, and gave 
it to me. They said that’s how I got the name, Warnell. 


How got it, I don’t know, I don’t know how I got it. 
But they could have named me something else. 
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I don't know where I got it from, but I got a, a white baby’s 
died name. That’s... But my daddy worked for this family 


and his wife too. She was going to have a baby, and it was a 


Forgetting is a most important part of choreography. Each girl, and she died. 

movement comes with its own half-life. To dance with the 

memory of all the movements which came before makes for I don't know where he was or whatever, but he named me 

a cloudy transmission. It is best to forget. that name. Even when I was born I left, I left my mother at 


three... Well, I won't say I left my mother, my mother left 
me when I was three months and seventeen days old. Well, 
I can't tell... 
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You know when I knew my mother? I was twenty-eight 
years old. 


Otis said to me “ Warnell?” He said “You wanna meet 
’ b 
your mother?” 


I said, “Meet my mother? How I’m gonna meet my 
mother?” 


I said, “My mother live in New York, and I’m way down 
here in Florida with you now, and I won't be here but a 
few days. Don't you know I'll be leaving out again in a 
few days?” 


16 


Choreographers can prophesy the neurotransmissions 
of the Cosmos based on what movements have passed 
through the site before. 


Prophecy involves an organ which exists in the 
temperature around the choreographer’s body. 
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Bloodway follows the conical shape of the lung to 
choreograph. Sloped with an apex at the top and 
a semilunar base suspended above the diaphragm. 


Imagine the open curve at the base holding 

the multitudinous nature of life. Show how this 
multitudinous nature slopes upward into the 
synthesis of the apex. 


‘The gestures all move in this direction for the 
entire dance. 
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He said, 

“I know her.” 

He said, 

“Tma call her.” 

I said, 

“Well, what would I say to her?” 
He said, 

“You can say hello.” 

I said, 

“Okay.” 
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Because... In, in, in many ways, 


[I] think about the shape of feeling. 
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Tumors embody the tone, texture, and rhythm of one’s life. 
This is musicality. 


If the events in a life have had a percussive affect in one 
area of the body, this is where the tumor will grow. 
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[Otis said,] “You wanna meet your daughter?” 

I guess she said, “What?” 

He said, “You wanna meet your daughter?” 

She said, “I don't know where my daughter is. 
Where is my daughter?” 

“Here she is with me, you wanna say hello?” 
“Hello dear.” She got on the phone and she said 
hello, and I said hello. 

She said, “Come around to meet me.” 

I said, “How will I know who you are?” 

She said, “What are you... How are you traveling?” 
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I said, “I’m driving a maroon Ford, I’m wearing a red 
hat and a white suit.” 
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Proprioception assumes presence of an ecliptic from 
which movements can shift out of bounds. 
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She said, “I'll stand on the porch, and you'll know 
when you get here.” 

But that’s how I met my mama. 

And so she started, 

“I wanted to...” 

I said, “No. 

I don't want to hear nothing about what happened. 
Why you and my daddy weren't together, I don’t 
wanna hear none of that,” I said. 


“I'm considered grown now, and I’ve gone all these 
years without knowing what happened between you or 
whatever it was.” 


“Well...” 
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I... heard what happened, but I don’t pay it no attention, 
but she gave me to a lady. Her name was Dor— I had 
the blanket I was... I don’t know what happened to it. 

I had the blanket. She gave me to a lady named Dora 
Parker. We wasn't no relative, this lady was a passerby. 
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I’m making like loose circles with my arms and with 


my arms extended. 
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Illness is present in all dances already. There are forces in 
the dance which are working against the dance even as 
it is being expressed. There are forces who are working 
to quiet what is loud, or alternately shout secrets. Forces 
which swell around the phrases to try and isolate them 
from the whole of the dance. 
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And the lady she had bought me a new blanket and 
everything. I had the blanket for years, I don't know what 
happened to it. I guess in my moving around, I misplaced 
it somehow I don't know. She had bought this blanket for 
me, I... you know, ‘cause I guess it must have been cold 

I reckon. 
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You know, it was raining that day, they said. 

And, uh, [my mother] stepped out of her car to put me in 
a... we said, we said ditch, but they said canal. We had a 
little running canal of water, and they said Miss Dora came 
and said, 


“Dont do that.” 


She said, “I always wanted a child, and I can't have a child. 
Give her to me.” 
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If the sequence of life events rains its percussion 
across the whole of your body — this is the musicality 
of metastasis. The bloom of winter cancer. 
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This is the work, on my own. 


Um, it’s hard to believe that some— 
something else is different. 
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No, I met my father later on. 

They got him up to the operating room, they 
turned around and brought him back. They said if 
we operate on him, if we cut him, he’ll die on the 
table. Mm-hmm, so they brought him back and 
they didn’t operate. 


He said, “I’m going to die.” 

He said, “But I can’t die until Mama Pearl come 
pray for me.” 

Mm-hmm. 

So I called Ma Pearl and her... She and her son. 


Her son was named James. 
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Her son-in-law was named James. And girl 
you're talking about a lady who prayed for a man. 
They prayed, and my daddy couldn't carry a tune 
on a ten-foot platter. They prayed for that man, 
and they prayed. 
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And he said, 


“Now.” 
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My daddy start right out on this tune, said, 
“Lord,” he was singing this song, 
“Lord, your son is coming home.” 


That’s what he said and he said to my uncle, 
“Mac. It is so easy,” 
said, “You ought to try it.” 


Mac said, “Oh, hell no. Oh, excuse me, 
motherfucker. You go ahead on, I come on 
later.” 


So he said, “You...” 
He said, “Dying is so easy.” 
He said, “You ought to try it sometime.” 


Mac said, “Oh, no, hell no, you go ahead on.” 
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And you know what? 
He closed his eyes and went to sleep. 
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Dances are dismantled with the same force 
they came into being with. 
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How much light can the image bear? Light quickens 
the half life of movement. If you want a movement to 
last a long time, you must do this in the dark. 


‘The darker the space the longer the movement can 
last. In total darkness, you can find movements which 
are very old. 


Ancient. 


Movements which are happening so slowly the 
Cosmos can hold on to itself. 
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